
The BiUom of 

rriHce, Come hither /rrfWftf. 

Fraucts. M/ Lord. 

Prince. How long haft thoutoferue,F>'<<w^? 

. Francis forioothfiucyeares>aadasnu.chasto 
Pomes, , 

Francis. Anone, anonc fir. 

Prince, Fmeyearcs jberlady along leafe for the chjncking 
of Pewter : But Francis, darcll thou be fo valiant) as to play 
the coward with thy Indenture, and Ihewita faire paireof 
hceles, and runne from itf 

0 Lord fir, IlebefwornevponaUthcbookesin 

could ftnd in my heart,. 

P nine fT' Francis, prancis, Anone fir. 

*Frince, How old art thou Francis f 
Francis, Let me fee,about Michaelmas next I fiiall be 
Pomes, Francis, 

Francis. Anone fir)pray you flay alittlc,my Lord. 

Frince, Nay but harke you Francis > for the Sugar thou 
gaueil mc.t was but a penny worth, waft not i 
Francis. O Lord, 1 would it had bfenc two. 

Prince. Iwillgiuetheefpr itathoufaind pound, askcmec 
wherr tirou wilt, and thou (halt haue it. 

Poines, Francis, yrrtwfw.Anon, anone. 

Frince, Anon Francisibio Francis but to morrow Francis, 
or Francis, on thurleday ; or indeed Francisy when thou wilt i 
Francis, 

Francis, My Lord. 

Prince. Wilt thou rob this Leathcrnelerkin.ChriftaU but- 
ton, Not-pated,Agatring, Pukeftocking, Caddioe garter, 
Smooth tongue, Spanifti pouch? 

Francis. OLordfir, wnodoyoumeane.? 

Prince, Why therr your Browne baftardcisyour onclie 
dfinke ; for looke you Francis,yout White canualLe doublet 
will fulley ♦ 1 n Barbary fir, it cannot come to (o much. 
Francis. What fir; Foines. Francis. 

Prince. Away you rogue,doft thou not hearc them calli 
y Hetrt they both caU him, the Drasver fiands amazed, not 
kgovmy^ithtchvaytogoe, miner, _ 




Henry the Fourth. 

Vint, What,ftandftthouftill) and hearcftfuch a calling? 

1 oketo the Gheftes within. My Lord, old fir Mwwith halfe 
adozen more, are at the dore,Qiall 1 let them in ? 
rrm. Let them alone awhile.&thcn open the dore;P«wx. 
Potnes. A none, anonc fir. Enter Poines. 

Fri». SitriiFosfiaffe and the reft of the Tbeeues,arc ac the 

doore,iliallwebcmerry? , . . . . , , 

puin. A s merry as Crickets, my lad; but harke yee, wliat 
cunning match haue you made with this.ieft of the Draw er j 

conie>what s the iftue? . r r i 

prm. J am now of al humors.that haue fliewed themiclues 
humors, fince the old daies of good man Adam, to the pupiil 
age of this prefent Twclueacloke at midnight. What’s a 

clockefr.i»c» ? 

Francis, Anonc, anonc fir. 

prin. Thateuerthis fellow fliould haue few er words then 
aParretj&yetthefon ofa Womau.His induftry is vp ftaires 
anddowne ftaires.his eloquence the parccll of a reckoning.! 
am not yet of Perceys mind, the Fiot^nr of the North, he th^ 
kils ujefome <» or 7* dozen of Scots at a breakfaft, walhes hfs 
hands, and fayes to his wife, Be vpon this quiet life, Iwant 
worfce.O my fweet Harry fay es Ihel how many haft thou kild 
to dayjGiue my Roaij hprfe a drench(fayes hc)and aofwers, 
fomefourteene, an hour after: a trifle, a trifle, iprethee calia 
Falfiaffe, lie play ferry, and that darande fr^we fliallplay 
Dame Mortimer his wife. i?j««,faies the drunkard’.call in ribs, 
call in Tallow. 

Enter Falfiaffe* 

Pomes. Wclcom&/<«r%, where haft thou beener 
Falf. A plague ©fall cowards I fay, and a vcngeancetoo, 
marry & Amen; giuemeacupoffackboy. E’re 1 Ic^d thia 
life long, He fow neather ftocks, & mend them .& foot them 
too, A plague of all cowards; G>ue me a cup of facke, rogue, i$ 
there no vertue extant? 

prm. Drift thou neueffee71fr4» kilTe a difli ofbutter,pitti- 
full hearted Titan that melted at the fweet tale of the Sun ? if 
ihuudidftjthenbeholdthatcoropound. , r 

D 5 - ‘ ^ P#- 




WILLIAM SHAKESPEARE Hemy IV. Part 1 (SJC 2228s) LONDON, 1622 UNIVERSITY OF EDINBURGH (JA 3711) OctaVO 


